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Author's Notes: 

Just a tiny, relatively tame snapshot of an imaginary ‘verse where Phil is the owner of a brothel. 
Although Joe and Phil are both in their thirties here, | envision Phil the way he looked in 2014. 
Beta work by the grand master of beta: helena_s_renv! 


"Hil My name is Phil. How would you like to be addressed?" 
Something deep down inside Joe cringed at the thought of what this simple question implied. There were 
probably a lot of people who already started their roleplay at this point. But that wasn't his thing. He also 


didn't see a reason why he should use a fake name when he was going to pay by credit card later anyway. 


It had taken him a while to find the right place, but his first impressions of it made him confident that he'd 


chosen a trustworthy and discreet.. club 
"Joe. Simply Joe." 


“Alright. And what would you like to do?" 


Joe eyed the man standing in front of him up and down: probably his age, about 30. Half a foot shorter. Slim, 
athletic body. His hairline was starting to recede, but he still looked somewhat boyish, androgynous even, with 
his sharp cheekbones and his blond hair cut in a fashionable way. 


He had the friendly, but non-committal smile of someone who was born to work in the service sector. 
"Uhm.. to be quite honest l'm not even sure anymore." 


"Just take your time, no problem. Please, have a seat! Can | offer you a drink in the meantime? The first drink 


is on the house for a new guest." 


Phil gestured towards the corner of the stylishly furnished room - shiny black surfaces, purple velvet on the 
walls, indirect lighting. The calm and obliging tone of his voice made it clear that he was well-versed in what he 
was doing. Joe decided on a white wine. If he was going to chicken out, he'd at least have had a 

small compensation for his money - which would be due anyway, whether they "did" something or not, as he'd 


been informed when he'd made the appointment. 


Phil came back from the intercom device next to the door frame after having placed Joe's order and sat back 


down on the plushy armchair across from him. 

"So | take it you haven't visited an establishment like ours before?" Phil asked casually to bridge the time gap, 
keeping his amiable smile as if he was talking about a hair salon. His black tank top clung to his ripped upper 
body like a second skin. His equally tight pants were red with a black checked pattern, and he wore black, knee- 
high vinyl boots. 


He could just as well be standing on a stage and wielding a guitar in this outfit. Actually he was quite Joe's 
type, except for the hair maybe. 


"No, this is the first time. l'm married, actually." Joe couldn't explain to himself why he had to look the other 


way when he said it. 

Phil just nodded with a polite smile. He'd probably had similar conversations many times before. 

"And | usually don't have a problem with hooking up with a man here and there." 

Now it was Phil's turn to look Joe up and down. "I dare say." 

Joe took notice of the compliment with satisfaction, even if it was coming from a person that got paid to 
please. He was tall, maybe not the sporty type like Phil, but in good shape. With his long, wavy, blond hair he 


could just as well join Phil on an imaginary stage. 


"But lately I've been craving something that I've never been able to bring up with anyone I've ever been with." 


Phil narrowed his eyes and nodded again. The situation reminded Joe of a therapy session - although he'd never 
been to one - and he wondered in passing who made more money per hour: a psychotherapist or a male 
whore. 


His musings were interrupted when somebody knocked on the door. 


"Come inl" Phil replied, and a slender young man came in with a wine glass on a tray, put it on the small table 


in front of Joe and left the room, slightly swaying his unbelievably narrow hips. "Thank you, Sammy!" 
Joe immediately picked up the wine glass and took a sip. It felt nice to have something to hold on to. 


"So, you've come here because you'd like to do something that you can't imagine doing with your wife or your 


male.. friends?" Phil inquired further. 
Joe obviously disapproved of the phrasing. "Oh no, l'm not into some kind of perverse crap!" 


Phil smirked briefly. Joe realized that he must have seen or done all kinds of "perverse crap" in his years as a 


prostitute. 


"IFs just.. there's something.. | just don't know how any of the guys I've been seeing would react to the 
suggestion, because they have a certain.. image of me. And to be honest | really like living up to that image.’ 


He gulped down some more wine. Although he definitely wasn't a lightweight, it seemed to help loosen his 


tongue. 


"Lately, I've discovered that there's something that I'm curious about. Something I've never done before. And 


its starting to drive me crazy because | can't stop thinking about how it would feel." 
He looked Phil in the eye to check his reaction, but there was still nothing but that well-disposed smile. 


Joe rolled his eyes to the ceiling and continued, "Then | thought of ways how to satisfy my curiosity and.. | 
bought a couple of toys.” 


He could hardly believe that he'd revealed his deepest secret to a complete stranger just like that, but 


somehow, Phil made him feel comfortable enough to lay down his cards. 


Although Phil mostly managed to keep his neutral expression, it was palpable that it began to dawn on him 
what this was leading to. He decided to support Joe's attempts at confessing. 


"But the toys weren't enough?" 


Now it was up to Joe to smirk. Damn, that guy was good! He could easily get a high-paid job in some sort of 


fancy consultancy firm. After a conversation of perhaps ten minutes he could already read Joe like a book. 


"Exactly" 
"Ard thats why you're here?" 

"That's why l'm here” 

"Refill?" Phil pointed at the empty glass. 

Joe nodded his approval 

Phil passed Joe's order on through the intercom, then turned back to him. 


"So let me just sum this up in my terminology to make sure we're on the same page here: what you're saying 


is that you want to have anal sex with me with you bottoming?" 
Joe wondered why all the oxygen had suddenly got sucked from the room. 
"Yes." 


-Fin- 


